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You can\'t trust anyone these days. 


Author's Notes: 
Nve had this on the backburner for ages mostly because | wasn\'t really sure how to end it. Nm still not 
sure if | like the ending | gave it. Tell me what you think.. 


| am so freaking wasted. 


And it is awesome. | am in that wonderful light headed drunk phase, I'm warm and happy and twice as witty as 
| normally am. Around me all of the world is aglow with the power of Mother Earth, it pulses through every 
living being, stringing us all together with the strength of the eternal life stream. Can you feel it? Can you feel 
its Love Pulse? 


Whoa, maybe there was a little acid in that vodka. 
But that's Ok. Everything's Ok Everything's great in fact. It's particularly great for Axl because it's his 


birthday party. Or at least it was, things are winding down a bit now, people are leaving or finding a spot to 


crash on, on the floor or a piece of furniture. 


I'm trying to do the same, I'm feeling sleepy. | almost trip over Izzy as | stumble from room to room. His jeans 


are missing and he's wearing one of those umbrella hats. He has birthday cake smeared around his mouth. 
Hee hee. Wild night eh, Iz? 


Ah, a free couch. A haven by which to rest my wearied head. | throw myself down onto the couch and its 


awesome, just like everything else. 
Sleepy..so sleepy. 
Mmm, good morning world. 


Wait! It can't be morning because it's still dark and I'm still drunk. In fact I'm still so drunk that | can only have 


been asleep for half an hour or so. 
Why am | awake then? 


Ah, because someone is stroking my face, pushing my hair back behind my ears. | roll over and open my eyes, 
it's a massive effort. 


Its Slash! My pal Slash. Good to see ya here, Buday. 

"Hey Duff," he whispers, "Lets go upstairs." 

| can't help but laugh, why is he whispering? Is he a spy? Are we on a mission? 

"C'mon, it isn't good to sleep on a couch, its bad for your back There's a bed upstairs." 

Mmm, a bed does sound good. More sleep seems even better. | hold out my arms to him, still laughing, and he 
picks me up like a child. | try to walk by my legs have apparently stopped communicating with my brain. Slash 
practically has to carry me up the stairs to the second floor. | can't stop giggling because his face is so funny 


when he's carrying me, his tongue is poking out. 


Then we're in the bedroom he found for me. My pal Slash, always helping ol! Duffy out. The room is dark, 


perfect for some snoozing. 
A shape moves over the bed. | feel a hand on my hip, pushing me forward. 
Slash's voice over my shoulder, "Hey Axl, | got your present." 


Whe hee, presents. | love presents. The bows, the wrapping, everything about presents is great. 


Axl's face appears in front of my own out of the darkness. He smiles, green eyes flash. He puts an arm around 


my waist, pulling me down so l'm sitting on the bed next to him. Whups, down | go. 

| grab at Slash's arm from my new seat and give him a tug. 

"Hey, wersh Axl's pres.presnent.prefment..gift?" 

| hear a snicker from somewhere. Did someone tell a joke? 

"Dun laugh. | wanna help Axl, Duffy'll help unwrap the precedent:" 

More laughter, "You hear that Slash, he wants to unwrap the present for me." 

This time Slash laughs too, | notice he's breathing very heavily all of a sudden Where did his pants go, by the 
way? Was he not wearing pants when we walked in here? | can't remember. Maybe that's the joke: that Slash 
lost his pants! | get it now! 

"Hee hee. Slash's goch no pants on, Axl. ‘N it funny?" 


"Yeah, that's hilarious Duff" Axl starts stroking his fingers through my hair. That feels nice. 


| lean in so my head is resting on Axl's shoulder and close my eyes for a moment. Then | have to open them 
again because Axl is freaking naked, man! When did that happen? When did this become a naked party? 


| haven't been to one of those in years.. 
"Axl," | say, looking him in the eye, "you got no pants on either." 


"Does that upset you Duff?" he whispers, lips almost touching my ear, “If itll make you feel better you can 
take your clothes off too." 


What a perfectly reasonable suggestion! 

Ah, | see Slash is still one step ahead of me, making himself useful by pulling my shirt up over my head and 
then dropping to his knees to unfasten my leathers. | fall back on the bed to make it easier for him to pull 
them off. 


Then.nothing happens for a while. | feel myself fall ever closer to sleep, my eyelids feel like they're made of 


lead its so hard to open them. | hear whispering from above me. 
"Well, it's your birthday. You go first 


"| wanna watch you with him. You start." 


Wha? 


A dark weight descends onto me, | feel a mouth covering mine, hands pinning my wrists above my head. Whoa, 
Ok, don't get shocked everybody, but | think Axl and Slash may have kinky designs on me. And here | was 
thinking that this was just an innocent private naked party between three close friends. It just goes to show 


you that you can't trust anyone these days. 
There will be time for outrage later however, right now | must protect my virtue! 


| try to struggle under Slash but it only seems to encourage the horny bastard. His tongue somehow finds 
itself inside my mouth (| swear | didn't let him in willingly, that would be slutty of me), he tastes like whiskey 
and chocolate cake. Oh yucky, | think a bit of chocolate cake from his mouth has made its way into mine. Ugh, 
gross Slash! 


When he finally stops molesting my innocent mouth with his tongue he's all flushed and sweaty. He kisses my 
neck, right over the jugular, then my collar bone, then he moves down to my nipples. Ooh, that's quite nice 


actually. Especially when he bites them just a little, pulls at the flesh. 


No, NO. | must be strong, no getting turned on by this. When | left Seattle | promised myself Slutty Duff would 
stay back there. | put that part of my life behind me. | can't just throw Good Duff away the first time l'm 
offered a drunken threesome by my sexy band mates! Not that they are sexy..well, maybe just a little. 


Oh wow, where the fuck did Slash learn to suck cock like that? Shit, | think Good Duff just lost the battle and 
the war. Welcome back Slutty Duff, all hail the conquering hero! 


| moan a little when Slash does something particularly amazing with his tongue. | think that gets Axl all worked 
up because soon after that | feel his cock nudging against my lips. | make a show of pulling my head away and 


acting all coy at first. He whispers comforting words and strokes my face until | open my mouth and let him 


in. It's his birthday after all. 


Axl's skin is so white. Now my eyes have adjusted to the lack of light | can see how he sort of.glows in the 
darkness, his hips and head punctuated by two bright patches of red. With his slender thighs so close to my 


face | can see the faint outline of a few blue veins working their way up his legs and into his groin 


Slash's very talented mouth leaves my cock and he moves back up so he's on top of me again. He starts 
kissing at the corner of my mouth, licking my lips and Axl's length at the same time. No, naughty Slash, can't 


you see my mouth is otherwise occupied? No kissing just now. 


Axl groans and pulls out of my mouth so his length is between Slash and |, both of our lips brushing against it. 
Ah, | think | see what the game is now. We both set to work licking and teasing him in tandem. When Slash has 
his head, I'm licking and sucking at the base, then we switch places. Soon, we're taking turns swallowing him, 


bringing him to the brink and then pulling away so the other can have his fun 


| think Axl is getting a bit tired of all this teasing because when | try to pull away the next time he grabs hold 
of my head with a growl and starts fucking my face in earnest. | brace myself for what's coming but at the 


last minute he pulls out, grabs himself and shoots thick ropes of cum over mine and Slash's faces. 


Slash gives a porn star-ish moan and opens his mouth to try and catch some. | feel his hips thrust between 
my legs when Axl rubs his softening cock over Slash's lips and he licks at it hungrily. Their eyes lock and Axl 
runs a shaky hand through Slash's curls. 


Hmph, the way they're looking at each other I'm beginning to feel like a bit of a third wheel here. 


It happens so quickly | barely see it. One second l'm trapped under Slash, the next his weight is gone and l'm 
staring at the ceiling. Where'd he go? | roll onto my side and look over to the other side of the bed. 


Oh come on now, that's just bad threesome etiquette. You don't initiate a menage a trios, get some hot oral 
action happening and then start fucking each other while completely ignoring the third party. It's just plain 
rude, especially considering how turned on | am now. | mean look at them over there, all kissing and humping 


and "| love you baby" and "Happy Birthday sugar lump." 
Hello! Anyone over there remember Duffy? You can't spell ‘threesome’ without ‘me' in it can you?! 


| try crawling over and rubbing Axl's back (he's on top, you see) to sort of remind them I'm here. He looks up 
from staring down at Slash's back and smiles at me, hooking an arm around my waist and pulling me close for 
a quick kiss. Slash is on all fours and groans as Axl slams into him. With a sly grin in my direction Axl grabs 
hold of a large hunk of his guitarists hair and uses it to pull Slash's head back so his mouth hangs wide and 


open. 
"Go on Duff," Axl gasps, "just shove it in, he fucking loves it!" 

Well who am | to argue with that? | move up the bed so l'm leaning against the headboard and guide my cock 
between Slash's heavy lips. Axl wasn't wrong, he certainly is enthusiastic. Fuck, I'm still pretty drunk so | don't 


think I'm going to last long. 


| close my eyes and relax back against the headboard, just going with the flow. | hear the sound of flesh 
sharply smacking more flesh. Looks like Axl's a spanker, | always suspected as much. 


"Ugh, you like that, don't you! That's because you're naughty. You're my naughty bitchll" 
Hmm, a talker as well. Can't say I'm surprised. 
| feel Slash shudder and moan in his throat. Opening my eyes and twisting my head slightly | can see the small 


pool of cum on the bed sheets between his spread thighs. My own release is coming up on me quickly, | feel 


those tell tale shivers start to move up and down my spine. 


Just as | start to come | feel Slash's mouth leave my cock. He makes a little yelp when Axl jerks him 
backwards suddenly and then a sharp intake of breath when he gets a face full of cum for the second time 
tonight. Axl sniggers from behind Slash, a wicked smile plastered onto his face. Kinky bastard! 


Shit, now I'm done | realise how tired | am. | move across and down the bed so | can lie down more 


comfortably. Ah, that's nice, I'm just going to close my eyes for a moment. Im not falling asleep, | swear. 
Xk% 

Fuck, shit, cunt! What the fuck did God create mornings for? They're so fucking awful 

All that terrible sunlight and those shitty tweating birds and those annoying little shit kids on their way to 
school, laughing as they go. Laughing at me in my hung over miserable state. | wish the whole fucking planet 


would just explode right now. 


And what is that fucking awful noise? It sounds like a semi trailer stuck between gears going down the 


highway! | roll over and open my eyes the smallest amount possible so | can see. 
Its that bastard Axl. Snoring away, not a care in the world, unaware of the amount of pain he's causing me. 


There is what appears to be a brown fuzzy lump trapped underneath him. Ugh, poor old Slash, that doesn't 
look comfortable. Hey, why is his face all crusty? 


Oh sweet Jesus! Memory washes over me like a bucket of cold briny seawater. | cover my face with my 


hands, how do | let myself get into these situations? At least this can't possibly get any worse. 


Just then the door of the bedroom is flung open and there's Izzy, umbrella hat still in place, still missing his 
pants. 


"Whoa Wild night eh, Duff?" 


